H2         THE  INDIAN  SCENE
the golf course,  the  church, and the  club are invariable  features, and  society passes from one to the other by a routine which goes by clockwork,     Nowhere as in India do you get such a sense of fixed hours for work and play.    It is the habit to grumble at the native gardener, but under English supervision  he  produces  charming  results. Even  in  the  dead  of winter  the  cantonments   of   Northern   India  are   gay   with Bougainvillaea    and   jasmine,    and,    when spring comes, some of them will be buried in  roses.    With   a  multitude   of  servants, horses,   motor-cars,    smart   carriages    and dogcarts, life, to all outward seeming, goes smoothly and easily.   There are, of course, the   Indian   plagues :   dust,   insects,   and  a variety  of  obstacles  to  housekeeping  and cleanliness,   of which   every   Anglo-Indian lady   complains.    The   sun   must   not   be trifled  with  even   in  winter,   and   walking is  said  to   be   impossible  (except   to   the